EXTREMES MEET

a position of such complete insignificance as this evening."
And then two nights later after seeing nothing but that
pale gold hair hovering about his desk in the Chancery
he had gone up to the Tip Top very late and had sent the
waiter across to bid her come to his table in the shadow of
the big tree. He had driven her home. She had been all
that his fancy had promised him. And since then when-
ever he could find an opportunity he had slipped away
from the cold correct world in which he was born to her.
Madness! Madness! Not that he cared about his wife.
She was capable of amusing herself, Georgie was. But
that cold correct world was too substantial. He could
slip away from it sometimes, but he could not destroy its
solidity, and so long as it stood there cold and correct and
solid he should never have the courage to ignore it. If
sometimes he protested against Georgie's indiscretion it
was not out of jealousy, heaven knew. It was the fear
of being laughed at in that cold and correct and damnably
substantial world. If he had fallen in love with some-
body else, it was Georgie's own fault. She had done the
most unforgivable thing that a woman can do. She had
made his attempts at love-making a self-conscious agony
by her obvious repulsion. And then suddenly with an
inspiration of cruelty she had seemed to yield completely,
and he still self-conscious had . . .

In the memory of his humiliation he nearly let the car
swerve off the road into the ditch. The damnable in-
genuity of her! No, if it were only a question of Georgie's
future, he should not be bothering about Queenie. But
if there were a divorce, Georgie would work things in
such a way that he would appear in the eyes of his world
a weakling and a fool. He could not face that, even for
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